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INTERLUDE 1 


Chapter 7 
We knew that the war 
was wrong. That’s 
why we rose against 
it. Even if it labeled 
us as traitors. Even if 
it meant killing the 
very people we swore 
to protect. 
- Kintaro Gogaku: Iratian Rebel 

Lynn smiled as he looked down at the preparations 
being made. He stood cloaked, his face hidden behind a 
mask. People below him worked on salvaging old FMEs, 
melting old parts down, and repairing them with new 
ones. 

No one had expected that he’d remain in Irati, let 
alone the capital city, Atoli. It was all part of his plan. He 
knew the growing unrest in the city would spark a 
rebellion. And he had found the perfect puppet to fill its 
leader's call. 

He looked down at Ichimaru Toshimitsu, who was 
helping usher in a row of FMEs. To Ichimaru, Lynn was 
nothing but a smuggler, a supplier of black goods. 

He doubted anyone knew the depths he went to 
learn who Jaygo’s men were. He didn’t just learn their 
names or biographies; he tried to get into their minds. 
His spy network was excellent. Jaygo would lose his 
mind if he ever discovered how close Lynn’s spies were. 

Lynn predicted Toshimitsu would react to Yokubo’s 
assassination the way he did. The man was like a 
howling wolf who had lost a brother. He was separated 
from his pack. He was hurt. He was angry. He was 
perfect. 

These past two months in hiding had treated Lynn 
well. He hadn’t just smuggled his FME, the Bastion, into 
the city. All of these FMEs had been reverse-engineered 
by his scientists to look and function as Iratian FMEs. 


His infiltration had gone back much longer than 
any Iratian suspected. Being born in Irati made it easy to 
access this warehouse at the beginning of the war, 
before he was labeled a traitor. Before he became the 
General. Before he became the Emerald Tiger. 

He supposed he couldn’t just give credit to himself. 
His father had been the one who had formed the hidden 
supply line and smuggled the FMEs in these past four 
months. Lynn’s smile broke as he thought of his father. 
He hated thinking he had inherited anything from that 
man. 

Sparks lit the semi-lit warehouse as the rebels 
repaired their feeble armor. They thought they were so 
grand, fulfilling the Emperor’s last wish. Little did they 
know that they would be the perfect distraction for 
Jaygo. 

Lynn clenched his fists tight. Al/ that I do is for 
him. Why can’t he see that? Why do I have to teach him 
the same lesson every time? 

He thought back, back to Jaygo’s face on the 
terrace that evening, rain pouring down his face. His 
look of horror. His look of disbelief. 

Lynn turned away from the warehouse and stepped 
out onto the roof of the building. He took off his mask 
and looked up at the moonless sky. The stars dotted the 
heavens above. A frost broke through the air. Lynn’s 
breath misted as he exhaled. 

Why can’t you kill me, Jaygo? Why aren’t you 
strong enough? Why do you force me to keep killing 
people? Why can’t you stop me? 

He wished he could feel. He wished that he could 
cry, that he could scream, that he could do anything. 

He felt trapped. He thought he’d be satisfied when 
he took Tigo’s life, but it left him empty like always. 

What have I become? Ever since that night, I 
stopped being a human. I’m something else now. 


He heard the whispers of his men when they talked 
about him. He heard the rumors about him. They were 
true. 

He was a demon. 

He had given up his humanity on that rainy night. 
Was forced to give it up. All to please a person he hated 
more than anything else. 

He started to laugh. 

So what? So what if I gave up everything I loved, 
everyone I loved? So what if I betrayed my best friend? 
So what if I killed my friends or family? 

Emerald flames swirled around his body, making 
his hair dance like fire. 

He raised his right hand and looked at it. J have 
gained ultimate power, haven’t I? The whole world 
knows my name. They fear me. They revere me. I am a 
god to them. 

He smirked. No, I am the devil. 

The world had rejected him. It had cast him into 
Hell and howled about how terrible he was. 

Wasn't it his place to answer their call? If he was 
so terrible, shouldn’t he become the demon they feared? 

He had been forced to become this monster, this 
demon, this devil. Who was he to deny it if it was his 
destiny to become one? 

His mother’s smiling face appeared in his mind. 
The flames around him died. 

His arms started trembling. He couldn’t shake her 
face out of his mind. 

He ran his hands through his hair and blinked. 

He remembered Jaygo’s family, broken and 
bloodied. Their faces haunted him. Shin, Amaiya, Ian. 

He collapsed to his knees and tried to control his 
breathing. 

Why did they torment him so? Didn’t they know he 
didn’t have a choice? Didn’t they know that he couldn’t 
have done anything about it? That he would have been 
killed had he not killed them? 


Everything that he did was for Jaygo. 

“Why can’t you kill me?” Lynn asked, the frost 
nipping at him, “Why do we both still have to suffer this 
Hell?” 

A cold gust of wind passed over him. 

He stood back up and turned back to the 
warehouse. He didn’t care how long it took. He didn’t 
care how many people he left dead in his wake. He didn’t 
care if he became a demon. Or even the devil himself. 

He wouldn’t rest until Jaygo Yen Kale killed him. 


Chapter 8 
Those skralls killed 
my friends. I was all 
that was left of them. 
The General just left 
us to fend for 
ourselves. 
- Poco Predatel: Corvan Special Forces 

Jaygo looked over several dossiers as he sat in the 
small office designated for the Captain of the Leviathan 
Company. He seldom went in there. He reserved that 
room for times like this. 

The grieving period had passed. Tigo had been 
dead for two months now. The dynamic of the Company 
had been thrown off, and it was time for Jaygo to find a 
new recruit. 

Tyrm had assembled the list for him. She would 
have chosen a candidate herself, but the one right Jaygo 
reserved for himself as Captain was to pick out who 
would be on their team. He wouldn’t force his burden on 
anyone he didn’t think worthy. 

He sighed and looked up at the ceiling. This was 
never easy. Bors was without a partner. Jaygo either 
needed to outfit him with someone else in the Company 
or assign the new recruit to him. 

He thought of the different Company members. He 
doubted any would tolerate the man’s antics. Bors’s flair 
for the dramatic was bound to drive anyone crazy. 

Seth might have been a good fit, but Koth knows 
he would never pair the two of them together. He didn’t 
need the two craziest members of the Company going on 
a rampage. 

A knock came at his door. Jaygo groaned and 
walked up to it. He was sure it was Major Prida, here to 
demand his answer for the new recruit. 

He arched his eyebrows as he opened the door. 

“Captain,” Tyrn said as she saluted him. 


“Tyrn, what’s up?” 

She dropped her salute and looked at him. She, 
like him, wore the red and white uniform of the Irati 
Empire. There was a strange expression on her face. 
Typically, she looked irritated at him, but her expression 
had softened since that day two months ago. And for the 
first time since that day, a smile spread across her face. 

You have to see this, Jaygo,” she said, grabbing his 
hand. 

She pulled on Jaygo, and he was forced out of the 
office. 

“What the-” Jaygo said as he nearly tripped over. 

“Come on!” Tyrn said as she let go of his hand and 
began prancing down the hall. 

“What’s got you in such a good mood?” Jaygo 
asked as he tried to catch up with her. 

She shook her head, “I can’t explain it. You’ve got 
to see it for yourself.” 

Jaygo sighed and followed her down the hallway. 
They reached the FME bay. It was a large circular room 
with capsules that held all the different FMEs around the 
edge. 

A group of people was standing in the middle of 
the room, cheering. 

“Justice Punch!” Bors said over the roar of the 
crowd. 

“What the?” Jaygo said as he tried to push through 
the people. 

He looked at Tyrn, who just grinned at him. 

As people realized who he was, they stood aside for 
him. Jaygo could see people jumping in the air as he got 
closer. 

When he finally broke through, his eyes opened 
wide. In the middle of the circle, Bors Grund, with his 
flowing, spiky orange hair and tall body, was fighting 
against five different people. 

A few people looked beaten at the circle's edge, 
scowls on their faces. Jaygo looked around the circle and 


realized that all Company members had _ gathered 
around. 

He felt a hand grab his shoulder. He looked back 
at Tyrn. 

“What’s going on?” he asked, trying to break 
through the crowd's noise. 

“Bors didn’t like the idea of you picking a recruit 
for him,” she answered, “So he took my list and 
challenged them all to fight him at once.” 

Jaygo looked back at the circle, and a grin split his 
face. That’s just the kind of initiative that he was looking 
for. 

“Weren't there ten people on that list?” Jaygo 
asked, his eyes never leaving the fight. 

“Yeah, he’s already taken out five of them,” Tyrn 
said, “I thought you’d want to see this.” 

Jaygo folded his arms and nodded, “Good call. Let’s 
see if anyone is Company worthy.” 

Jaygo couldn’t help but grin in admiration as he 
watched Bors fight. His moves were superfluous, with 
extra spins and movements that would have gotten 
anyone else killed. 

But that’s why Bors had been part of the Company 
in the first place. His crazy poses and fighting moves 
worked. He was quite the force of synchronized nature. 
It was good to see him so animated again. He had been 
down these past couple of months. 

Bors did a double flip, twisting in midair, jumping 
over the head of one of the remaining men. With a swift 
strike to the back of the neck, Bors landed while the 
other man fell unconscious to the ground. 

“Justice Flip!” Bors said as he dabbed. 

The four who remained stood in shock. All except 
one. Jaygo blinked as he looked at her. A teenage girl 
was a candidate? She had red hair similar to Bors’s and 
was shorter than everyone else. He’d be surprised if 
there were an FME that could fit her. 


“Who’s the girl?” Jaygo asked as he inclined his 
head. 

“Ceri Dorifu,” Tyrn said, “She’s been recently 
promoted to Third Sergeant.” 

“Whose Company?” Jaygo asked as he watched her 
move. 

She was different from the other three. She didn’t 
seem to be stunned by Bors’s moves. She actually 
managed to dodge his strikes. 

“Justice Kick,” Bors said as he dropped another 
candidate out of the circle before flipping back onto his 
feet. 

“Captain Mado’s,” Tyrn answered, “Glen gave her 
a glowing recommendation.” 

“She did, did she?” Jaygo asked. He had known 
Glen since he was a child. If she said that this girl was 
good, he wouldn’t doubt it, “She’s got skill, I’ll give her 
that. How old is she?” 

“Nineteen,” Tyrn answered, “She was Glen's best 
marksman.” 

“IT see, so she’s your favorite too, then?” Jaygo 
asked, finally breaking his gaze to give Tyrn a sly smile. 

Tyrn returned his smile, “You know, it’d be nice to 
have another marksman. I’m tired of carrying all your 
ahshos.” 

Jaygo chuckled and looked back at the fight. 

Bors got cornered by the two men who remained 
standing. They charged at him. Bors shouted and spun. 
He caught them both across each of their necks in a 
double lariat. 

“Justice, Double Lariat!” Bors said as the two 
crashed to the ground. 

A couple of soldiers helped pull them from the 
arena. All that was left was Ceri. Jaygo narrowed his 
eyes. She’d managed to hold out in the group, but he 
was anxious to see how she handled an actual fight—one 
on one. 


Jaygo watched as Ceri took a deep breath in. Her 
green eyes locked with Bors’s hazel ones. Jaygo saw that 
look on her face, her eyes unblinking, her brow 
furrowed. She wanted this. And not just for the glory. 

He shifted his full attention to the two of them. 
This could be it. This girl may share the same spirit that 
they all shared. The spirit of the Leviathan. The spirit of 
vengeance. 

aK>K>K 

As Ceri focused, the cheers of the crowd died 
around her. All that was left was her opponent and 
herself. She didn’t care that he was Leviathan Company. 
She didn’t care that he used flashy moves. She didn’t 
care that he was nearly half a meter taller than she was. 
She was going to beat him. 

aK>K>K 

Jaygo watched Ceri move intently. She took the 
shortest distance possible to reach Bors. Her moves 
were focused, driven. It was the direct opposite of Bors’s 
approach. 

She struck out at Bors, aiming at his crotch. It was 
her closest target. 

Bors caught her blow and tossed her to the other 
side of the circle. 

He waved a finger in the air and tsked. 

“Now, now,” he said, “Let’s keep it clean. Heroes 
don’t go for cheap shots.” 

“Kuso,” Ceri said, as she whirled back around, 
“Are you a dancer or a fighter? Why don’t you fight like a 
man, konoyaro? Or is it that you don’t have the balls?” 

“Such crass language,” Bors said, as he inclined 
for Ceri to attack him, “So unbefitting for such a young 
girl.” 

Ceri swore and struck out at Bors again. Jaygo 
watched closely. She didn’t let her anger cloud her 
judgment. She was moving just as efficiently as before. 

“Little Miss may have a potty mouth,” Jaygo said to 
Tyrn, “But she’s totally in control.” 


“I’m sure she’d keep Bors in line,” Tyrn responded. 

Bors tossed Ceri around for a couple of minutes. 
He never struck her, blocking and deflecting her attacks 
only. At first, Jaygo thought it was because she was a 
woman. But two other women stood on the sidelines. 
Bors hadn’t held back on either of them. 

As the fight progressed, Jaygo finally understood 
what Bors was doing. He was testing their compatibility. 
As Ceri struck out, Bors made small adjustments to his 
own movements. He was following her in a dance. 

Ceri began to break out in a fierce sweat. Her 
breathing was haggard. Her short body and small frame 
struggled to keep up with Bors’s larger one. 

Jaygo noted with some satisfaction that Bors 
himself had broken into a sweat. Jaygo knew that Bors 
could have ended the fight much earlier, but he had been 
training Ceri as he fought. They would be a good match. 

In one final move, Bors picked Ceri up off the 
ground and tossed her. 

“Justice Throw!” he said as he knelt on her 
stomach, pinning her down. 

“Get off of me!” Ceri growled as she punched and 
kicked at him. 

Bors held her steady. 

“Justice this, justice that!” Ceri said as she tried to 
arch up, “What does that even mean?” 

Bors smiled at her, “It means this fight is over.” 

Bors pressed his full weight down, knocking the 
wind out of her. Ceri stopped struggling. 

The crowd finally calmed down. Jaygo was 
impressed. It seemed they had found their twelfth 
member. 

“All right,” Jaygo said, looking around at everyone, 
“Back to your posts.” 

The crowd looked at him before dispersing, leaving 
only the Company members and Ceri behind. 


Bors held a hand out to Ceri. She looked at it 
before giving him a dirty look. She stood on her feet, her 
knees shaking. She wiped the sweat from her face. 

“You’ve got spunk, kid,” Jaygo said, holding a hand 
to Ceri. 

Jaygo watched the realization dawn on Ceri’s face 
as she looked first at Jaygo’s outstretched hand and then 
at his eyes. 

“How would you like to become a Leviathan?” 

She shook Jaygo’s hand and shook her head, “But I 
lost.” 

“T never expected you to win,” Jaygo said, “I’m 
impressed with anyone who can hold their own against 
Bors.” 

Bors dabbed again, “Remember, Miss_ Dorifu, 
justice always prevails.” 

Ceri looked at him, “Is he always like that?” 

Jaygo shrugged, “Only when he’s in a good mood.” 

“From now on, we'll be partners of justice!” Bors 
said as he posed. 

Ceri blinked, “Do I really have to work with this 
guy?” 

Jaygo chuckled, “He’s not so bad when you get 
used to him.” 

The other Company members gathered around 
Ceri and congratulated her. Another Leviathan had been 
born. 


Chapter 9 

They descended from 

above as angels of 

destruction. My 

soldiers crumpled 

against their might. 

Thank Koth, we had 

angels of our own. 

- Jin Sykes: Iratian Captain 

Frost nipped the air as Ichimaru looked up at the 
flying traffic above them. He scoffed. They were all 
sheep. They all ate up whatever drivel the Empire fed 
them. It was run by children and psychopaths. 

He looked beyond the towering skyscrapers at the 
Irati Administration building, which glimmered in the 
cloudy day. It just stood there, unassuming. They all 
thought they were protected in this city by that 
electromagnetic barrier. Even with the strike to the 
throne, they had not taken any extra precautions in the 
city. They had focused solely on improving that barrier. 

Torashi was a fool. He’d never think there would 
be citizens that would actually disagree with him, that 
would rise against him. It just proved how unfit he was 
to lead them. 

Even if it meant that Corva would lead them in the 
future, he knew he had to stop the new Emperor. 

The sacrifices Ichimaru would be forced to make 
would stand as a testament to the evil of the Emperor. 
He’d sacrifice a handful of lives to save millions. The war 
needed to end. Anyone who disagreed with that was an 
enemy. 

Unfortunately, he injured his core as a child, 
preventing him from fighting in the battles. But he didn’t 
need to fight. He could lead instead. 

He knew the Empire’s weaknesses. He knew how 
he could break them. While it was true the throne hosted 
the Emperor and his staff, most actual decisions were 


made in the administration building. Especially with 
Torashi being such a new emperor, the administration 
was more important than ever. 

By breaking the chain of command in the 
Administration Building, the army wouldn’t be as 
effective. They’d be forced to wait until things calmed 
down in the city before they struck again. 

He could save the lives of countless citizens of 
Atoli, as well as numberless soldiers, just by destroying 
this one building. 

He knew the retaliation would be fierce. They’d be 
hunted down relentlessly. But his rebel fighters knew the 
risks. They were willing to lay down their lives to end the 
War. 

“Major,” a voice said from behind him. 

Ichimaru looked back. A young man with dark hair 
and eyes walked close behind him, a cloak covering most 
of his features. 

“Captain Skaggs,” Ichimaru said, nodding, “Is the 
truck in place?” 

Skaggs nodded, “She’s filled and ready to be fired. 
We had some trouble disabling the proximity sensor, but 
it should hold out long enough.” 

“And the soldiers?” Ichimaru asked as he looked 
back at the Administration Building. 

“Positioned in the surrounding buildings, awaiting 
your orders,” Skaggs said. 

Ichimaru sighed. This was it. He couldn’t have any 
reservations. Either he’d have to go all in, or he could 
back out right now. 

“What would you have us do, sir?” Skaggs asked. 

Ichimaru looked back at him. He seemed so on 
edge. It seemed he wasn’t the only one who was having 
second thoughts. 

“Are we doing the right thing?” Skaggs asked. 

Ichimaru clenched his fists, “Torashi had his 
chance. You heard what Captain Kale said. Emperor 


Yokubo wanted peace. We won’t achieve that with 
Torashi on the throne.” 

“We'll be labeled as traitors. As murderers,” 
Skaggs said, “People will curse our names _ for 
generations.” 

“We’re not doing this for fame or recognition,” 
Ichimaru said, “This war is wrong.” 

“But is this the only way we can stop it? 

“It’s the fastest way for sure,” Ichimaru said, “And 
I think it’s the only thing the Emperor will listen to.” 

They hadn’t spent the last two months planning 
just to back down now. Torashi had to be stopped. 
Before they all became monsters. Before Aritomo 
Yokubo’s name was smeared with blood. 

Snow gently fell on them. The traffic noise around 
them was nearly deafening, but Ichimaru heard nothing 
but the beat of his heart. 

“Call it in,” Ichimaru said as he looked east of the 
Administration Building. 

Skaggs spoke quietly into a phone. After a brief 
conversation, he hung up, grabbed Ichimaru’s shoulder, 
and pointed. 

Ichimaru followed Skaggs’s finger. Skaggs dropped 
his hand as Ichimaru saw a dot swirling through the air. 
Ichimaru couldn’t even make out its shape, but he knew 
a hover truck was heading straight into’ the 
Administration Building. 

Nearly faster than they could blink, the truck 
slammed into the middle of the tall tower. Before anyone 
else in the air had time to react, an explosion ruptured 
through the building, billowing thick smoke through the 
air. 

The traffic around them moved in a frenzy. Cars 
crashed into each other and careened to the ground, 
causing more fiery explosions. The Administration 
Building tilt. They had managed to take out a good thirty 
floors of the building. 

“By Koth,” Skaggs said, “What have we done?” 


“Tt’ll hold,” Ichimaru said, “These buildings are 
strong enough to take it.” 

Skaggs shook his head. Everyone on the ground 
looked on in horror. No one realized Skaggs and 
Ichimaru stood there, calm, unblinking, unaffected. 

From the ground, little dots moved closer to the 
building from all directions. Ichimaru could faintly hear 
the ringing of gunshots. 

“There are innocent people in that building,” 
Skaggs said, “Do we really have to kill them?” 

“No one who supports this war is innocent,” 
Ichimaru said as he narrowed his eyes, “They’re a small 
price to pay for peace.” 

Sirens began ringing around them. Other FMEs 
started flying toward the Administration Building. The 
first battle had begun. 

“Let’s get out of here,” Ichimaru said as he turned 
around, “Call back the FMEs. We can’t let them get 
captured.” 

Skaggs nodded and followed him, “The army 
responded so quickly. We’ll lose several soldiers.” 

“We'll be fine. The Empire will soon learn we’re 
not easily captured.” 

“Are we going to leave a message?” Skaggs asked 
as they hurried down an alley. 

Ichimaru shook his head, “Let Torashi stew. Let 
him figure out for himself who his real enemy is.” 

Ichimaru didn’t look back as the tower burned 
behind him 


Act Il: Shadow of the Dragon 


Chapter 10 
It got so bad that I started 
tasting gunpowder 
whenever I ate. It made no 
difference; I couldn’t 
stomach anything anyway. 
- Ike Janai: Iratian Soldier 

The rain poured hard and fast, filling the air with an icy 
chill. Jaygo closed his eyes and frowned. The rain blocked most 
of his thermal readings. The rebels were like cockroaches, 
hard to find, innumerable. 

The last of the winter chill was lifting. This cold rain 
signaled that spring was underway. It was hard to believe four 
months had passed since Ichimaru had gone rogue. 

“Jaygo,” Tyrn said in a private comm channel, “Are you 
okay?” 

Jaygo opened his eyes and looked back at her. She stood 
in her FME, which she called Royal, holding her sniper rifle. 

“T’m sensing,” Jaygo said as he looked over Atoli. 

Most of the city had been in lockdown for the past few 
months. The rebels’ attacks had been devastating. The people 
of Atoli had been cut off from the rest of the world. Though he 
continually asked, Jaygo had been denied information on how 
the war was progressing. He feared the worst. 

In front of him, one of the communication towers 
burned. It was near the city's west edge, close to the 
electromagnetic barrier. The windows had been blown out, 
filling the air with the smell of burning flesh. Dead soldiers and 
rebels littered the concrete grounds in front of him. 

They were in there, waiting for him. Ichimaru. The 
rebels. 

It hadn’t taken long to find out who the rebel leader was. 
Once captured, the rebels were spineless and crumbled 
against his more persuasive methods. 

He couldn’t care less about Ichimaru. Jaygo knew he 


could take Ichimaru down the moment he caught him. Jaygo 
was sure that Ichimaru was a puppet to the real mastermind 
behind the rebellion. 

It had taken Jaygo a while to piece together who it was. 
The rebels hadn’t truly seen him. He hid behind a mask. He 
was the one who supplied them with FMEs, with all their 
weapons, with all their strategies. 

“What are you sensing?” Tyrn asked as she looked at the 
communications building. 

Jaygo shook his head and sighed, “He’s not there.” 

“What? Who’s not where?” 

Jaygo narrowed his eyes as he stared at the entrance, 
“Lynn. I can’t feel his Ti Scent.” 

“Lynn? You think he’s fighting with the rebels?” 

Jaygo shook his head, “Apparently not.” 

Another voice broke in, “Captain, are we going in?” 

“Sorry, Jaled,” Jaygo said, “Seth’s still not here, right?” 

“He’s gone too far this time,” another voice said from 
behind. 

Jaygo looked at Shado Senshi in her FME, Nightmare. 
She stood crouched, her hands on the hilts of her dual-phase 
swords. 

“T’m sure he has a good reason,” Jaygo said, “It’s not like 
him to be this late.” 

Shado scoffed, “Twenty minutes late to the last battle. 
Fifteen minutes in the one before that. He’s getting worse.” 

Jaygo couldn’t argue with her. Even though Seth lived 
for fighting, he had a weakness for women. And sometimes, his 
pants spoke louder than his brain. 

“Captain, Shado’s right,” Tyrn said, “We should go in.” 

Jaygo sighed, “Okay. Let’s check in with Orlo and Ilek.” 

He changed comm channels, “Ilek, come in.” 

“Sergeant Kran reporting for duty,” Ilek said, “I’m 
stationed on the second floor of the building.” 

A second voice chimed in, slightly lighter than the last, 


“Sergeant Goff reporting in. I’ve got my eyes on his signature. 
There’s a group of rebels on the third floor, fifty in total.” 

“Have you seen any hostages, Ilek?” Jaygo asked. 

“Negative,” [lek said, “It seems like they’ve killed 
everyone.” 

“T wonder what they’re looking for,” Tyrn said, shifting 
beside Jaygo. 

“Probably supply routes,” Ilek said, “I think this group 
may be their entire force. We’ve outnumbered them. We’|ll end 
the rebellion here.” 

“Have you seen Ichimaru at all?” 

“T’ve got him locked in my scope,” Orlo said, “Both he 
and his first in command aren’t wearing FMEs. They’re the 
only two like that. Do you want me to fire?” 

“No, hold off. He’ll be able to tell me where Lynn is.” 

The Company was silent. Jaygo knew what they were 
thinking. They all thought he was crazy to think that Lynn was 
helping the rebels. He had no concrete proof. 

“Mishti,” Jaygo asked, “Have you linked Ilek’s FME with 
the rebel comms yet?” 

An unsure voice came through the comms, “Not quite. 
Toshimitsu’s using an encrypted frequency. I think it’s based 
on the Kaguran dialect. I’m running my decryption algorithm 
through Ben’s list of symbols. It’s eighty percent done.” 

“Have any other companies made contact yet, Captain?” 
Orlo asked, “I’m sure the rebels will get suspicious that no 
reinforcements have arrived.” 

“Glen’s Company is within proximity,” Jaygo said, “But 
Major Prida is holding her off until we get in.” 

“Seth should be here by now,” Jaled muttered behind 
him, “What’s keeping that boy?” 

“More like, who’s keeping him,” Shado retorted. 

Jaygo frowned. They couldn’t keep this up for much 
longer. 

He’s going to get suspended from duty again,” Shado 


said, shaking her head, “There might be a tribunal this time.” 

“Seth will pull his weight; just watch,” Jaygo said, “He 
always comes through.” 

“Jaygo’s right,” Tyrn said, nodding, “Everyone, focus on 
the mission. We can worry about Seth later.” 

A few minutes passed in silence. Jaygo continued to stare 
at the building. There was something wrong with this. The 
firefight had been too short and the target too obvious. There 
was more to this than just trying to find supply routes. 

A line from Sanarek’s Song of War came into his mind. 

Never flaunt your true strength. Always hide your true 
numbers. Avoid a direct fight. Your first battle is not won with 
the sword, but with the mind. 

“Tt’s a trap,” Jaygo said, “They’re hoping we’ll attack 
them.” 

“What good would that do?” Orlo asked, “I have 
Ichimaru in my sights.” 

“How well can you see his face? Is it possible they’re 
using a double?” 

The hesitation from Orlo’s response was all the answer 
Jaygo needed. 

“T’m not sure,” Orlo confessed, “It could be someone 
else.” 

“T patched through their comms, everyone,” Mishti said, 
“T’m switching everyone to mute. Listen up.” 

“that can only be routed through the underground,” a 
voice cut into their comms. It wasn’t one Jaygo recognized. 

He switched to a private comm channel, “Mishti, is it 
possible to merge our channels but keep our chat private?” 

“Working on it right now, Captain,” he heard a few 
beeps, “You should be good to go now.” 

“The supply train will be protected by two companies, 
416A and 416B,” the voice continued. 

“Excellent work. Now, Orlo, can you see who’s talking?” 
Jaygo said. 


“No. None of them are facing toward me.” 

“Tlek?” 

“Sorry, I can’t tell either, Captain.” 

The voice cut in again, “476 soldiers, 26 specialists, 2 
captains. They’ll be isolated between Shiranajaku and Kitou.” 

Jaygo frowned. Was it possible the voice was coming 
from an external source outside the building? 

“Mishti, can you isolate the rebel chatter in the 
building?” Jaygo asked. 

“T’ll need to set up a jammer,” she said, “We’d be cut off 
from the outside as well.” 

Jaygo nodded. He looked back at Tyrn. 

“Thoughts?” he asked her. 

“We should contact Major Prida,” Tyrn said, “She needs 
to know this could be a trap.” 

Jaygo folded his arms, “You’re right; however, we don’t 
know where their true force is.” 

“This is Echo reporting on the status of the war,” 
another voice said, this one female, “I have updates across the 
fourteen battlefronts.” 

“What do you think we should do, Jaygo?” Tyrn asked. 

“Mishti is there any way you can trace where the 
channel is being broadcast?” he asked. 

“Draumont,” the rebel woman said, “Units: twenty-two 
thousand. Enemy Units: fourteen thousand. Casualties: forty- 
nine thousand. Enemy Casualties: unknown. Estimate of 
around twenty-five thousand.” 

Two signals ping back from here in Atoli,” Mishti said, 
“Near the palace. Several others from outside Atoli.” 

The palace. He was sure both Ichimaru and Skaggs were 
there. It made so much sense. This communication tower had 
been a ruse to draw their attention away from the palace. 
Though it was still being rebuilt, Emperor Yokubo insisted on 
reclaiming it. To not be on the Eagle Throne was a sign of 
weakness. 


Ichimaru planned to end it all by assassinating the 
Emperor, just as Lynn had done. Jaygo frowned again. Lynn 
might be waiting for him there too. At the very least, he knew 
they would gain nothing here. 

“Get ready to move out,” Jaygo told the Company, 
“We’re going to let Glen take care of these punks.” 

“Captain?” Bors asked. 

“Toshimitsu is planning to kill Torashi on the throne; we 
must stop him.” 

He heard Ilek sigh through the comms, “Okay, but can’t 
you just let me take care of these guys? I’m already here 
anyway. Most of their forces are just above me.” 

“Fall back, soldier,” Jaygo said, “We can’t let Ichimaru 
know that we’re on to him.” 

Jaygo turned around and looked at Tyrn. 

She shook her head, “I sure hope you know what you’re 
doing. If you’re wrong, the Emperor will have your head.” 

“Ichimaru will have the Emperor’s first if we don’t 
hurry,” Jaygo said as he turned around. 


Chapter 11 
The night used to be bright 
from the lights of the city. 
Now it’s so dark that I can 
hardly see in front of me. 
- Tsuki Getsu: Iratian Civilian 

Jaygo looked for any unusual signs around the Palace. 
The night was eerie; the rain had stopped. Traffic had once 
filled the sky with ever-present noise, but only a few cars flew 
overhead now. The city had been so bright, a beacon of hope 
to the people in Irati. Ichimaru had taken that away. 

He had heard from Major Prida that Glen’s Company had 
started attacking the communication tower. He wished her the 
best of luck. Even if Ichimaru was at the palace, he didn’t 
think Glen’s battle at the comms tower would be a pushover. 

His brown eyes darkened as he remembered Tigo’s last 
words. He wondered what he would have thought of Ichimaru 
and the rebels. 

Jaygo shook his head. Ichimaru wasn’t his true objective. 
Ichimaru came second to finding where Lynn Forsigth was. 

Jaygo hadn’t expected to find Lynn here, but he was still 
disappointed that he couldn’t feel Lynn’s Ti Scent. Lynn had 
left Ichimaru as a patsy for a greater unknown objective. 

What was Lynn’s true purpose? Why was he hiding in 
Atoli? How did the rebels play a role in his plan? 

“Any unusual energy signatures?” he asked Mishti. 

She responded in his comms, “Yeah. There’s energy 
pulsing around the buildings close to the Palace.” 

“Can you give me an estimate of their numbers?” he 
asked. 

“Yeah, it seems like their energy output equals a 
regiment's.” 

“Kuso,” Jaygo cursed, “Colonel Hughes won’t like that. 
The battalions are scattered around the city. We’d be lucky to 
get Major Sykes’s or Major Kenda’s help.” 


“What about Major Prida?” Tyrn asked, “She could send 
several companies over our way?” 

Jaygo shook his head, “They won’t get here fast enough. 
A regiment is more than our battalions can deal with right 
now.” 

“Should we hold back?” Tyrn asked. 

“We’re taking them on,” Jaygo said, “And don’t worry. 
Most of these rebels couldn’t qualify for the war draft. We hold 
a physical and technical advantage against them.” 

“Yeah, but they have thousands of people,” Ceri said, 
“How are we supposed to compete with that?” 

Jaygo smirked, “Just leave that to me.” 

He looked back at Tyrn. 

“Do you trust my judgment?” he asked her. 

“What?” Tyrn asked, “Why? What are you planning?” 

“I’m going to be bait,” Jaygo said, “I need you to lead the 
Company. I’ll be too focused on not getting killed.” 

“Jaygo, you can’t just leave me again,” Tyrn said, 
walking close to him, “We’re supposed to be partners.” 

“T know,” Jaygo said, “But right now, the people don’t 
need me as Captain. They need Jaygo Yen Kale, wielder of the 
Mugen Shinzo Ken. I can’t lead and distract at the same time.” 

“You can’t just take this on yourself,” Tyrn said, “I can’t 
watch you die.” 

He grinned, “Why Miss Ridner, I didn’t know you cared 
so much.” 

He could sense her building frustration, “You know what 
I mean.” 

“I’m going,” he said, saluting everyone, “Good luck. 
You’ll know what to do. And Tyrn,” he paused. 

“Yes?” 

“If Seth shows up, kick his ahsho for me,” Jaygo said as 
he rocketed off the rooftop they were standing on. 

He flew in a large arc until he was hovering halfway up 
the Palace. He looked around and _ switched on _ his 


broadcasting channel. 

“Ichimaru,” he said as his voice boomed, “The game is 
over. Face me like a man.” 

He looked as a man stepped out of the shadow of one of 
the nearby high rises. It wasn’t Ichimaru. It was Skaggs, 
wearing a Cloak, his face uncovered. 

“You claim to be a hero,” Skaggs said, as he pulled back 
his cloak, revealing that he was wearing an FME, “But you’re 
nothing more than the Emperor’s lapdog.” 

As he put on the helmet of his FME, thousands of 
soldiers emerged from the nearby buildings. 

Jaygo smiled. He never got challenges like this. His 
blood boiled in anticipation. 

“Soldiers, charge!” Skaggs shouted. 

Around him, the rebel FMEs engaged their rockets until 
hundreds hovered in the air near him, as even more FMEs shot 
at Jaygo from the ground. 

Jaygo closed his eyes and clapped his hands. He took a 
deep breath in and felt Ti spread through his body. The air 
around him condensed. A faint blue light grew around his 
body. 

He opened his eyes and looked down at Skaggs clearly 
with his enhanced vision. He felt the air around him quiver as 
the bullets tried to strike him down. In his mind, the bullets 
slowly passed by him. He could see everything. He could do 
everything. 

“Mugen Shinzo Ken Style: Riki!” he shouted as his fists 
began to glow more deeply blue. The words helped focus his 
powers but also served to intimidate his enemies. Everyone 
was afraid of a glowing man screaming something foreign. 

Jaygo danced between their bullet fire, attacks, and 
other FMEs. They were only paying attention to him. As Jaygo 
hoped, no one suspected his Company was taking them out 
from behind. 

He struck the nearby FMEs, destroying any that came in 


his path. They crumbled like cake at his touch. 

He moved with the wind, dodging and flipping around 
the soldiers who attacked him with their phase swords. 

He hoped Tyrn would notice her opportunity. 

oK>K>K 

“Orlo,” Tyrn said as she pulled out her sniper rifle, “I 
need you to send a message to Colonel Hughes. Tell him we 
need as many soldiers as he can spare to protect the Palace. 
Then you and Ceri follow me. We have to find a vantage point.” 

Orlo saluted to her, “Yes, Lieutenant.” 

She looked back at the Company’s close-range fighters, 
“Shado, since Seth hasn’t arrived yet, you'll be in charge of 
ground forces. Flank the rear and kill as many rebels as you 
can. Watch each other’s backs.” 

“Roger that,” Shado said, as she pulled her twin phase 
swords out, “Jaled, Roso, Bors, follow me.” 

Tyrn nodded and pointed to two more soldiers, “Mishti, I 
need you to be our eyes and ears. Get your drones in the air 
and report the rebels’ locations to Orlo. Ilek, I need you to use 
your stealth mode and target any strong rebel forces you see.” 

Mishti and Ilek nodded at her. 

“We’re relying on you two; if we can hold out long 
enough for reinforcements, we’ll squash these rebels yet.” 

The Company members sprang into action. She, Orlo, 
and Ceri moved to the top of a nearby highrise. It appeared 
that none of the rebels saw any of the Company members 
move. They were all focused on Jaygo. 

She looked at him. Even though she couldn’t see his 
face, she could see how controlled he was. Jaygo was a 
different person when he wasn’t thinking about Lynn. And 
though she often scolded this kind of recklessness, she 
couldn’t help but be amazed at how skilled he was, both in 
body and mind. 

He was relying on her. He knew that she had the 
strength to push the Company forward, to help them work as a 


cohesive whole. Even if she wasn’t up there with him, by his 
side, she still had his back. 

The other snipers perched next to her and took aim. The 
rebels would learn why they were called the Leviathan 
Company. 

>K>K>K 

Jaygo smirked as rebels started falling in front of him. 
He didn’t even know if they noticed the rain of bullet fire that 
Tyrm sent down on them. He had to hand it to her. She was 
dependable. And now, she might just save his skin. 

He closed his eyes and clapped his hands again. Large 
arcs of electricity poured out of his hands, hitting several 
FMEs as they flew near him. 

It was time for him to make a big impression. He could 
feel the electrifying Ti around his body, surrounding him in a 
static blue aura. 

He looked down at Skaggs, who paused and looked at 
him. Skaggs was trembling. Jaygo smirked. 

Jaygo shouted in a bestial roar that spread out from his 
aura in a dragon’s cry as the electricity around his body began 
to take shape. 

“Shun,” he recited as his voice reverberated to the 
rebellion. 

Sparks of electricity danced in the air in front of them. 
The rebels had stopped firing at him. Jaygo saw a few run for 
cover in the nearby building, screaming to their comrades to 
run away. 

Jaygo threw his right hand in front of him, pointing it 
down at them below, “Ten Ken!” 

It was as if a lightning storm had been released from his 
hand. Powerful bolts struck down and branched out to 
hundreds of the rebels below him. Their FMEs exploded and 
burst into flames as the night lit up. 

As the light cleared, all that remained standing was 
Skaggs. Jaygo had left him on purpose. He needed him to get 


to Ichimaru, to get to Lynn. 

The FMEs who hadn’t been in Jaygo’s range stopped 
firing at him. He could see their guns waver; he saw several 
take steps backward. He had broken their resolve. 

He tried to make sure his hand was steady as he lowered 
it. He wouldn’t be able to use any fancy attacks like that again. 
It was crucial that he eat as soon as he could. He had no fuel 
left in his body. 

His rockets’ fuel tanks, however, remained full. Once his 
FME touched the ground, he’d lose his advantage. Not only 
would it show his shaking legs, the mighty Jaygo Yen Kale 
would appear human and weak. They’d be able to touch him. 
He’d lose his role as a distraction. 

He saw Shado’s group use stealth attacks to take down 
rebels at the back of the fighting ground. Tyrn had made the 
right call on that. They’d be able to thin their numbers enough 
for reinforcements to come. He just hoped they’d stay safe. 
They’d never been this outnumbered before. 

“Where’s your leader?” Jaygo taunted as he looked back 
at Skaggs, “Why isn’t he fighting here? Don’t tell me he’s too 
much of a coward to die along with his men?” 

“You can’t fool us, Captain Kale,” Skaggs replied, 
“You’re not a god, whatever the Empire may say.” 

He pointed his gun back up at him, “I’d say you’re barely 
moving after the stunt you just pulled.” 

Jaygo scowled as he watched Skaggs look at his men. 

“Don’t lose your resolve,” Skaggs said, “We can bring 
him down right now! We can take down the Leviathan 
Captain.” 

Jaygo pulled out his phase sword and tried to 
concentrate on what little Ti he could still generate to form 
armor around his body. This fight was going to be long. He had 
maybe taken out five hundred of the five thousand people in 
the rebel’s regiment. 

He looked to where Tyrn was perched. He needed her 


help now more than ever. 
oK>K>K 

Tyrn had been partners with Jaygo long enough to know 
when he was tired. He didn’t have that faint blue glow around 
him anymore. He was holding his phase sword with both of his 
hands. He couldn’t hold out much longer. While that lightning 
storm had been effective, he couldn’t hold their interest much 
longer. 

She frowned. They were doing all they could. They 
needed reinforcements. If they waited any longer, the 
Company would be spotted. 

She cursed as several of the rebels fired at her. The 
rebels at the edge had noticed her Company members picking 
them off. 

The Company had lost its element of surprise. 

Kuso! She cursed again as she flattened down on top of 
the rooftop, as she saw a flash of light come her way. An RPG 
exploded twenty meters above her. Royal (her FME) protected 
her against the shrapnel and shockwave following the 
explosion, but it had exposed her location. More soldiers fired 
at her. She could feel the rooftop shake each time a bullet 
pierced its side. 

She had been in the heat of battle, had survived 
desperate situations, watched comrades die. She and Death 
were practically dance partners. This time, however, was 
different. She could feel Death’s sharp blade tight against her 
neck. 

They wouldn’t survive the assault. There were too many 
rebels. Even battles against Lynn had never been so lopsided. 

The comms remained silent as bullets rained up next to 
her. She had to hope that everyone was still alive and would 
only communicate if they needed help. 

She looked up at Jaygo, whose movements had slowed. 
She was sure that the rebels couldn’t notice it—Jaygo’s swings 
were still fast as lightning—but she recognized the slight drag 


of his arms down before he struck again. 

Her heart beat louder than all the explosions and fire 
around her. Each beat was the tick of a fatal countdown. This 
was it. Hopefully, their sacrifice would allow reinforcements to 
make it in time. 

As another explosion rocked the rooftop's side, removing 
her cover, her heart calmed down. 

She looked at Jaygo. He looked at her. They didn’t need 
to say any words. They knew what they were in for. Tyrn took 
a deep breath in. 

>K>K>K 

Jaygo didn’t know why such a cold sweat ran down his 
body. He didn’t know why he felt slow and sluggish, why time 
had seemed to slow down. As he exchanged that look with 
Tyrn, all he knew was that he couldn’t let her die. 

A droplet of what felt like cold water spread from his 
solar plexus through the rest of his body. 

He knew what he had to do. Even if it meant that he 
wouldn’t be able to find Lynn. Even if it meant he’d die, he 
wouldn’t let Tyrn down. 

His mind felt clear. He felt at peace for the first time 
since Lynn killed his parents. 

He clapped his hands together. His FME, the Axial, had 
been worn down as the rebels shot at him. 

His faint blue aura started changing colors. He started 
glowing gold. This would be it, his final move, which would 
cost him more Ti than he had. It could kill him. 

Yet, he felt more power than ever flood his body. It was 
as if that single droplet had filled him with unlimited Ti. 

The Ti around his body concentrated into his right hand. 
It started vibrating violently. 

He looked at the thousands of rebels below. He couldn’t 
spare Skaggs’ life with this move. He didn’t have control over 
it. 

He started flying downward. As he did so, a giant golden 


dragon formed around his hand, stretching back behind him 
high into the sky. 

He closed his eyes. This was it. 

“Mugen Rai Ryu Ken!” he screamed as he threw his 
hand forward, straight at the rebels. 

Right before he released his attack, time seemed to stop 
for a brief moment. Jaygo looked into Skaggs’s visor, and it 
was as if Jaygo could read his mind. Skaggs hadn’t expected 
Jaygo to have this much power left. The rebels had 
underestimated him. They all did. 

The golden dragon flew out of his hand, a dozen meters 
wide. It roared as it descended on rebels in a column of light, 
swallowing all of them up, completely encompassing Skaggs. 

As it touched the ground, the entire courtyard was 
blinded by pure golden light. 

Jaygo could feel the intensity of his attack try to swallow 
him up as an explosion ruptured the ground. As the fiery 
column swelled up at him, he prayed that the other Company 
members had gotten out of the way. No one could survive 
something like that. 

The Axial was smoking as he touched the barren and 
fiery ground. Jaygo looked around. The area was covered in 
thick black smoke. Bodies were strewn across the ground 
everywhere. 

He coughed as smoke filled his lungs. His helmet began 
filtering it out, supplying him with pure oxygen. It did little to 
help. Jaygo felt that drop of remaining strength leave him. He 
collapsed to one knee. His vision started tunneling. 

He tried to get control of himself. He didn’t know how 
long it took. Way longer than it should have. Enough for the 
cries of the rebels to stop around him. 

The smoke began clearing a little bit. 

Jaygo cursed. 

Standing before him was nearly half the regiment. His 
attack had been weaker than it should have been. Around 


three thousand soldiers raised their guns against him. 

That was it. He couldn’t give any more. He couldn’t even 
form Ti armor around himself. He chuckled. He wasn’t even 
strong enough to beat these rejects. 

“Very impressive, Captain,” a voice said in his comms, 
“Need help finishing these rebels?” 

Jaygo looked behind him. In the air, thousands of Iratian 
FMEs flew into the courtyard. The reinforcements had come. 
Tyrn had done it. 

“Let me finish these konoyaros off,” Seth Organ said as 
he flew down to Jaygo, armed to the teeth in his FME. 


Chapter 12 
The smell of gunpowder 
still lingered in the air. The 
battles had just ended. We 
weren't ready for another 
one. 
- Sonko Taruda: Iratian Captain 

“T don’t know whether I should kill you or promote you,” 
Jaygo said as he stood, “You're late, soldier.” 

Seth motioned behind him in his massive Obelisk FME as 
thousands of Imperial FMEs flooded the battlefield, “Sorry, I 
had to bring some friends.” 

“A little sooner would have been nice,” Jaygo shook his 
head as he propelled backward with his rockets. 

“Well, I had to have a little dramatic tension,” he said as 
he fired his right arm minigun at rebel forces. 

“Where in the world have you been, Second Lieutenant?” 
Tyrn demanded as a bullet passed eerily close to Seth’s visor. 

Jaygo looked up at where she was perched and narrowed 
his eyes. She wouldn’t have. 

“Sorry, Tyrn, had some personal business to take care 
of,” Seth said as he fired his shoulder rockets at the enemies, 
“Did you miss me?” 

“You’re lucky that you brought the battalion,” Tyrn said, 
“Otherwise, you'd be crapping yourself right now.” 

“Relax, everything’s going to be fine now, right?” Seth 
said. 

Jaygo nodded, “Seth’s right. Company, pull back. We’re 
going to go full force on them.” 

Jaygo rocketed up to where Tyrn and the other snipers 
were. A couple of minutes later, the entire Company had 
joined them. Jaygo nodded. No one had gotten hurt. 

“We can take care of the rest,” a voice said in his 
comms, “You find Toshimitsu. We’ll squash the rebellion here 
and now.” 


“Is that you, Colonel Hughes?” Jaygo asked, looking 
around. 

An FME flew up to him and stepped onto the roof. Black 
trimming accompanied the traditional red and white on his 
FME. 

“Thanks to you, we’ve outnumbered them nearly two to 
one,” Roy Hughes said, “Now we just need a sacrificial lamb.” 

“So I’m assuming that I’m to take Toshimitsu alive?” 
Jaygo asked. 

“If you can,” Roy said as he looked down at the 
battlefield below. 

Thousands of FMEs fired at each other, lighting up the 
dark night. Jaygo looked down too. It was clear. The rebels had 
neither the tactical skill nor the strength to take on the might 
of the Iratian military. Jaygo sighed in relief. That had been 
way too close. 

“Do you know where he’s at?” the Colonel asked, looking 
back up at him. 

“Any luck pinpointing that comm frequency?” Jaygo 
asked Mishti. 

Mishti nodded and looked down at her left wrist, which 
pulled up a holographic map for them to see, “The first one 
came from Skaggs, who is now dead.” 

She pointed, “The second one came from the eightieth 
floor of the palace.” 

Jaygo blinked, “Ichimaru is in the throne room?” 

Colonel Hughes stroked his chin and started pacing, 
“Makes sense; he’s trying to kill the Emperor, after all. But it’s 
so foolish, Torashi keeps himself armed, and his guards are all 
expert fighters.” He sighed, “I’ll call it in.” 

As Colonel Hughes contacted the palace guard, Jaygo 
tried to get inside Ichimaru’s head. He wouldn’t be armed in 
an FME. He couldn’t operate one. Did that mean he was 
disguised somehow? That meant the chances of a direct 
assault were low. 


Poison would be his best chance at killing the new 
Emperor, but he doubted that Torashi would eat or drink 
anything besides water at this time of the night. 

But what if the poison was administered via a toxin? A 
gas, even a small dart, could instantly kill the Emperor. 

“Mishti,” Jaygo asked, “Do you have a small enough 
drone that could be hidden within the palace?” 

She nodded, “That’s easy. I have several imperceptible 
ones. They’re like insects.” 

“Can any administer lethal doses of poison?” 

She didn’t answer him right away. The rest of the 
Company turned to look at him. 

“You think Ichimaru has a drone hidden in the throne 
room?” Tyrn asked. 

Jaygo nodded, “Yes. Since the palace is a dead zone, he’d 
have to be close to his drone to kill the Emperor. He has to be 
on the eightieth floor of the palace. My guess? He’s hiding in a 
corner.” 

“There are only a handful of toxins that would be lethal 
with such a small dose,” Mishti said, “And all of them are 
controlled substances. Even getting his hands on a drone-like 
mine would take skill. His supplier would have to be well 
armed and supported.” 

“Just more evidence that he’s working with Lynn,” Jaygo 
said as he looked at the palace. 

He took a deep breath in. He could barely stand. He 
struggled to keep his legs from trembling. He looked toward 
the palace. It was time to go. 

“Jaygo, remember,” Tyrn said, touching his shoulder, 
“This isn’t about stopping Lynn. We need to prevent Ichimaru 
from killing the Emperor.” 

“They’re the same thing,” Jaygo said as he rocketed 
toward the palace. 

“Wait,” Tyrn called in her comms, “Jaygo, you haven’t 
recovered. Can you even fight?” 


“T’ll be fine, Tyrn; he’s not a fighter,” Jaygo said. 

“Tt won’t do us any good if you pass out!” 

Jaygo switched off his comms. He couldn’t let her 
distract him. He’d be fine. He didn’t want any of them to hold 
him back as he took down Toshimitsu. He knew some 
Company members were still unsure about capturing their 
comrade’s brother. 

Jaygo lost focus as he flew. He wasn’t even flying toward 
the palace anymore. He had been transported back to that 
fateful night. He could see Lynn fly away in emerald flames as 
the rain poured down on him. The drops of blood falling from 
the carving knife were frozen forever in his mind. 

Jaygo shook his head as he reached the eightieth floor. 
He had to focus. He looked at the building. He didn’t wait. He 
burst through the almost reconstructed stained glass window 
into the throne room. 

He flew straight over Torashi’s head, who looked as 
Jaygo passed him, though Torashi didn’t seem surprised. 

Jaygo misjudged his landing and rolled across the floor. 
He hastily stood back up and raised his phase sword in a 
defensive stance, his back to the Emperor. 

“Colonel Hughes told you I was coming?” he asked. 

Torashi pointed above himself, “Yes, but not quite like 
that, Captain.” 

“Sorry, my lord,” Jaygo said, “I had to act fast. I believe 
the rebel leader may be using a drone to poison you.” 

“How quaint,” Torashi said, chuckling, “I think he’d have 
difficulty getting through my armor.” 

Torashi’s snide remark irked Jaygo. He missed Emperor 
Yokubo. Emperor Yokubo would have never derided him. 
Torashi didn’t know how much danger he was in. 

“You'd still be able to breathe toxins through your 
helmet, my lord,” Jaygo said. 

“T’ll leave it to you then, Captain,” the Emperor said, 
waving his hand, “End this for me, Jaygo.” 


Emperor Yokubo’s face flashed in his mind. 

“Please, Captain,” he said, his face splattered with blood, 
his voice weak and strained, his eyes firm and unyielding. “We 
need... Peace... Don’t let my death... be in vain... End this 
war.” 

His vision tunneled as Jaygo flashed back to the present. 
He stumbled forward a step. Not now. He had to push all the 
memories down. He had to hold on still. It was all almost over. 

He closed his eyes and took a deep breath in. Focus. He 
had to focus. He felt a flicker of light in his solar plexus, his 
remaining stores of Ti. He just needed one thing enhanced. 

He opened his eyes. His vision had sharpened, giving 
him the eyes of an eagle. His hands wavered, making his 
sword shake. 

No, he couldn’t give in now. Though it felt like his hands 
weighed a ton, he steadied them. 

He watched. It would flicker before him. He knew it. 

And he saw it. A mechanical bug flew about twenty 
meters above him and the Emperor. It was no bigger than a 
fly. It hovered above them into the arching palace ceiling. 

Jaygo knew what he had to do. The bug transformed. 
First, it was just a green dot. Then an eye formed, followed by 
a face. Jaygo gritted his teeth. The drone had changed into 
him. Into the embodiment of evil. Into Lynn Forsigth, his 
personal demon. 

Jaygo started screaming and jumped off one of the 
palace’s tall columns. He then wall-jumped to the one across 
from it before jumping again high into the air. 

He was level with Lynn now. He could do it. He could 
end him. 

“It’s over!” he screamed as he slashed down with all his 
might. 

Lynn was cut into two, a shocked expression on his face. 
Lynn transformed back into the drone. A green vapor misted 
out of it toward Jaygo. 


Jaygo blinked—the toxin. Of course. He was foolish to 
assume that cutting the drone would nullify the toxin. 

He started falling back down. The vapor seemed to reach 
out to him. He wasn’t falling fast enough. Ichimaru had 
outsmarted him. Lynn had outsmarted him. They wouldn’t kill 
the Emperor; they’d kill the Hero of the Empire instead. 

The vapor entered his nose, and his brain seized up. 

Jaygo closed his eyes. He felt so tired. He couldn’t fight 
against it. Not this time. It was too much. He had already 
given all his strength. 

Faces passed before him in his mind. His father’s soft 
smile. His mother’s warm embrace. lIan’s chuckle. 

And Tyrn. 

Her piercing gaze, her irritated and twitching face. Her 
sly grin as she looked up at him. 

He heard laughter. It was a wicked laugh. It haunted 
him. It threatened to take it all away. Tyrn. The Company. 
Everyone. 

He felt a wave of light pulse through his body like a 
droplet of water in a pond. 

He didn’t know how much time had passed. A second? A 
minute? A year? 

He started screaming. He didn’t know where he was. On 
the ground, in the air, floating in an ocean. None of that 
mattered. 

His body exploded in blue light, encompassing the 
Palace in its bright glow. 

The burning stopped. He felt strength swarm his arms 
and his legs. His vision was so clear. 

He saw something sitting in the corner of the throne 
room. It was nearly invisible. Ichimaru. He had some sort of 
cloaking device on. It had made Ichimaru invisible to any who 
didn’t have Ti-enhanced eyesight like Jaygo. 

He landed lightly on his feet. The Imperial Guards and 
Torashi stared at him. Without a word, he rocketed toward the 


corner of the room. 

“T see you, Ichimaru!” Jaygo said as he held his phase 
sword high. 

The invisible figure stood up and ran. Jaygo moved 
faster. In a single slash of his sword, Jaygo cut across 
Ichimaru’s suit, being careful not to slash Ichimaru’s actual 
body. 

“Your rebellion is over!” 

The camouflage flickered. Sparks leapt out from the 
center cavity. Ichimaru appeared, covered head to toe in a 
metal suit the likes of which Jaygo had never seen before. It 
was obviously something that Lynn had supplied him with. 

Jaygo inspected the tip of his sword. There was no blood. 
His cut had been perfect, destroying the suit without hurting 
Ichimaru inside. 

Ichimaru collapsed backward and slumped down on the 
wall. 

“How?” he asked as he inclined his head to Jaygo. 

Jaygo pointed his sword at Ichimaru, “Cheap tricks 
cannot beat my hatred for Lynn Forsigth.” 

Jaygo smirked. Everything went black. 


Chapter 13 
He walked between the 
edge of light and darkness. 
Ever it tried to overcome 
him. As we fought, I could 
feel his beast lurking 
within. 
- Oleg Sporovich: Corvan Special Forces 

Jaygo didn’t know whether he was dead or alive. All that 
surrounded him was darkness. He didn’t know if he could 
blink, if he could breathe, or if he even had a body. There was 
only the void. 

It felt so welcoming. His mind, if he had one, felt clear 
for the first time in what seemed like years. 

What was it that had kept him chained for so long? It 
seemed so inconsequential now. He supposed it didn’t matter 
if he couldn’t remember it. 

All he wanted to do was float for all eternity in this void, 
in this peaceful silence. 

He heard something, a voice. But the voice was muddled. 
It was as if he were underwater. It was nonsense to him. Why 
had it disturbed his void? 

The void flashed red for an instant, and Jaygo felt a jolt 
of electricity bolt through him. He screamed in agony. Why 
was the void hurting him? Why couldn’t he just float in peace? 

The voice boomed loud around him. He felt like he was 
being attacked, but nothing he tried defended him. Why 
couldn’t he move? Why couldn’t he protect himself? 

Another flash of red crashed around him as another jolt 
of electricity shook him. The voice cleared. 

“Stay with me, Jaygo!” The voice cried out to him, “Stay 
with me!” 

He knew that voice. How could he have forgotten? Tyrn? 
Why was she attacking him? And why did she sound so sad? 

He no longer wanted to stay in the void. It was dark, 


unfamiliar. And he was so cold. Why was it so cold? 

“Kuso!” Tyrn said, “You have to wake up. You can’t die, 
not like this!” 

Pain shot through Jaygo’s heart. He wanted to tell her 
that he was okay. He wanted to reach out to her. Why couldn’t 
he escape this void? 

“You can’t leave me,” Tyrn said, “You’re supposed to be 
here. For me.” 

Jaygo felt chills. It sounded like Tyrn was crying. Was 
she crying over him? Why would she do that? 

He couldn’t stay here. He had to leave. He couldn’t let 
her cry. 

Like a whirlwind, his memories flooded back in. Lynn, 
Tigo, Ichimaru, it all came back to him. 

It finally occurred to Jaygo what was happening. Was he 
dying? He had inhaled the poison. 

Why couldn’t he move his body? Why couldn’t he escape 
this void? 

He needed to get out. He prayed to Koth. 

“Please,” he said, “If you’re out there, I need your help. I 
can’t die here.” 

In the void, he saw a person appear. So he had eyes after 
all, or this was all in his mind. His heart clenched as he 
recognized the person. 

“Master!” Jaygo called out. 

His master looked at him, a frown on his face, his dark 
eyes peering into Jaygo’s soul. Even in this void, he seemed so 
strong, So sure, so wise. Jaygo’s master ran a hand through his 
long black hair. His red and gold cape seemed to pierce the 
darkness back. And when he spoke, it was as if his words were 
alive. 

“Jaygo, my son,” Roken said, his words seemingly 
coming from everywhere. 

“Master Jiryuku,” Jaygo said, crying out. It had been so 
long since he had seen him. 


“You’ve thrown away all my teachings,” Roken said, 
folding his arms. 

“No,” Jaygo said. 

“You kill,” Roken said. His words stabbed Jaygo like a 
sharp sword, “You murder.” 

“No,” Jaygo said, “I do what I must. No more, no less.” 

“Did I teach you to hate?” Roken asked, “Did I teach you 
to seek vengeance? Or did I teach you to find peace?” 

Roken’s teachings. More than just fighting. Jaygo 
remembered. He remembered sitting around a fire with his 
master, snow around them. He was just a teen then. He didn’t 
know what the world was really like. 

“Lynn took everything away from me,” Jaygo said, “He 
was my best friend.” 

“He takes only what you allow him to take,” Roken said. 

“No,” Jaygo cried, “No! He takes everything, and I can’t 
stop him. He’s too strong.” 

“He is not strong,” Roken said, “You are weak. You have 
allowed yourself to become weak.” 

“Why can’t I stop him?” Jaygo pleaded, “Why does he kill 
everyone I love?” 

“Your hatred cripples you,” Roken said, “It is killing you 
now.” 

“T can’t let go. I can’t forgive him for what he’s done.” 

Roken turned away, “Then you will die.” 

His master disappeared, “Wait! Master! Come back!” 

But Roken was gone. Jaygo was left alone in the void. 
Each second felt like an eternity. 

Was he going to die? Was Lynn going to have the last 
laugh? He didn’t want to die. 

Why had his master left him? Jaygo needed him. His 
master was the closest thing he had to a living father. 

“Why can’t you save me, Master?” Jaygo cried at the 
void, “I need you so much.” 

His voice became a whimper as Jaygo curled into a ball, 


“Please. You’re all I have left. Help me.” 

His master was gone, though. There was nothing in this 
void but Jaygo and his pain. The pain of Lynn killing his family, 
of Lynn impaling Hiroshi, of Lynn cutting Kanojo down, of 
Lynn bursting Raitou into millions of tiny pieces, of Lynn 
crushing Tigo’s heart. Each drop of blood Lynn spilled 
drowned Jaygo in the void. 

Lynn’s laugh penetrated the void, permeating the space 
around Jaygo. The same laugh tortured Jaygo whenever Lynn 
killed someone he loved. 

Jaygo couldn’t let that laugh get away. He had to stop it. 
He had to kill Lynn. 

The words of Jaygo’s master rang through his head. His 
hatred had weakened him? 

Jaygo thought of every battle he had with Lynn. Hiroshi. 
Kanojo. Raitou. Tigo. Each time, Lynn mocked Jaygo, berating 
him for his weakness as he mercilessly killed another person 
Jaygo loved. 

Jaygo’s hatred was too great for him to bear. Ian, his 
parents, their deaths couldn’t go unavenged. 

So how did this hatred weaken him? 

“Why!” Jaygo screamed to Koth, “Why can’t I stop him? 
Why am I not good enough?” 

His mind flashed back to his training, back to when he 
sat around that fire with Roken. 

Roken looked into his eyes. His eyes seemed alive, 
disregarding the light from the fire. It felt like Roken could not 
only read his mind but his soul too. 

The air around them nipped. Their small fire seemed to 
do nothing to keep the cold out. Jaygo was freezing. 

“This fire seems inviting; it seems warm,” Roken said as 
Jaygo warmed his hands. 

Roken put his hand into the fire. Jaygo’s eyes widened. 
Roken pulled it out and showed it to Jaygo. His hand was red, 
blisters already starting to form. Yet Roken himself didn’t 


seem hurt at all. 

“Yet, get too close to it,” Roken said, “And it will burn 
you up.” 

“Are you okay, Master?” Jaygo asked as Roken pulled his 
hand back. 

“The pain is fresh,” Roken said, “It threatens to consume 
me. I want nothing more than to put my hand into the snow.” 

Jaygo shook his head. This was crazy. 

“Yet that will do nothing to sate my pain,” Roken said, “It 
won't heal my hand. The snow will cause additional damage.” 

“Why are you telling me this?” Jaygo asked. 

“This fire represents our emotions,” Roken_ stated, 
“When used properly, they can keep us warm. They can make 
us strong.” 

Jaygo nodded. 

“Yet if we let them consume us,” he said, “They'll 
destroy our souls.” 

Roken looked down at his hand. Jaygo was silent as 
Roken’s wounds healed. He looked back at Jaygo. 

“There are times that we cannot avoid getting burned. 
No matter how hard you try, there will come a time when an 
emotion consumes you. It may be fury; it may be hatred; it may 
be sadness. And it will leave you broken, confused.” 

“IT don’t understand,” Jaygo said, shaking his head. 

“When we are torn asunder, when our souls cry for 
relief,” Roken said, “We can’t turn to the ice. We can’t turn to 
the snow. No matter how appealing it is.” 

“Revenge. Apathy. Vengeance. These may look appealing 
at first glance,” Roken said, “But they'll do nothing but send 
you down a path you cannot recover from. Your wounds will 
never heal. Your fist, your heart, will never sing again.” 

Jaygo looked at the fire. He thought he understood. He 
needed to control himself. 

“True healing comes not from these,” Roken said. 

“So then,” Jaygo asked, “How do I heal?” 


Roken looked down at him and smiled, “That is 
something you will need to discover for yourself.” 

Jaygo still didn’t know the answer. The hatred burned so 
hot. He’d never be able to let it go. This darkness was starting 
to swallow him up. He was all alone. 

“Wake up!” Tyrn said, “Please!” 

Tyr. She was waiting for him. She had always been 
there for him, even in his darkest moments. 

He didn’t know how to heal from this. He didn’t know 
how to escape the darkness. He didn’t know how to overcome 
the hatred. 

But he knew one thing. He had to wake up. She was 
relying on him. He wasn’t going to let her down. 

Jaygo concentrated. He had to wake up. He had to move. 
He had to open his eyes. 

He could finally feel it, his body. It weighed a ton. A dull 
ache permeated throughout it. Each movement felt like a 
thousand needles went through his body. 

He didn’t care. He didn’t care about the pain. He didn’t 
care about the darkness. He didn’t care about the hatred. 

At that moment, all he cared about was her. He needed 
to wake up. He had to let Tyrn know he was going to be okay. 
He had to let her know that he wouldn’t let her down. 

With a breath that made his lungs feel like they were on 
fire, Jaygo opened his eyes. As his vision cleared, he saw 
Tyrn’s tear-filled, sky-blue eyes. 

“Tyrn,” Jaygo said, his voice the smallest of whispers. 

“Jaygo,” Tyrn cried as she clutched Jaygo close to her. 

Jaygo groaned in pain. 

“T thought I lost you,” she said as she looked back down 
at him, “You were dead.” 

“T was,” Jaygo said, “But you brought me back. Thank 
you.” 

“Thank Koth!” Tyrn said as she embraced Jaygo. 

Jaygo looked up at the ceiling; they were still in the 


palace. He chuckled weakly, “I didn’t think you cared that 
much.” 

Tyrm wiped her face, “Of course I do! You’re my 
partner!” 

“You know what I realized?” Jaygo said as he turned his 
head to look at her. 

“Don’t speak,” Tyrn said, “We’ll get you to a hospital.” 

“Tt wasn’t my hatred for Lynn that brought me back,” 
Jaygo said, “It wasn’t my powers.” 

She shook her head, “You’re always so reckless. You 
jump headfirst without any thought of your well-being.” 

Jaygo grabbed her hand, “That’s because I know you'll 
drag me back, even from Hell.” 

Tyrn’s face softened as she looked down at him. Jaygo 
smiled. 

“T realized that I care too,” he said, as he laid his head 
against her lap, “The darkness was about to consume me. You 
were the only thing that brought me back.” 

“Darkness?” Tyrn asked, “What are you talking about?” 

Jaygo chuckled, “I think I finally figured out what you 
were talking about, Master.” 

Jaygo closed his eyes. He was safe. Tyrn was there to 
save him. 


